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Rubens, Vandyke, and Velasquez. At Genoa,
I did not even hunt down the Vandykes, but
went into the confused frontage of the city at
its port (no traversing blank quay blocking out
the sea, then), and drew the crescent of houses
round the harbour, borne on their ancient arches;

__.a noble subject, and one of the best sketches

I ever made.

From Genoa, more happy journey by the
Eastern Riviera began to restore my spring of
heart. I am just in time, in writing these mem-
ories, to catch the vision of the crossing Magra,
in old time, and some of the other mountain
streams of the two Rivieras.

It seems unbelievable to myself, as I set it
down, but there were then only narrow mule
bridges over the greater streams on either side
of which were grouped the villages, where the
river slackened behind its sea bar. Of course,
in the large towns, Albenga, Savona, Ventimiglia,
and so on, there were proper bridges; but at the
intermediate hamlets (and the torrents round
whose embouchures they grew were often for-
midable), the country people trusted to the slack
of the water at the bar, and its frequent failure
altogether in summer, for traverse of their own
carrioles: and had neither mind nor means to
build Waterloo bridges for the convenience of
English carriages and four. The English car-